When, eventually, for lack of better things to do, and because mis

past bedtime, you fall asleep, it is without dozing, with no

semi-consciousness; when the counterpane slips off the bed,

""and sparking as it falls, you wake with equal speed and decisiveness.

To open the window is to be startled by the roar of the city below.

The quick descent to the ground floor in the elevator, with the singing

in your ears, is like landing from an aeroplane. It helps somewhat

to gulp and blow your nose.

It is difficult to find your way about the streets. Although the
lay-out of Manhattan is pleasantly simple, there are few signs to help
the stranger discover whether he is "East" or "West" of Fifth Avenue,
from which the East-and-West system of numbering street-houses
begins. And he will often walk a block out of his way to discover
that he is heading downtown instead of uptown. In London it is
difficult to miss the Underground station, or fail to be conscious of
the "Ladies" and "Gentlemen". In New York it is only possible to
find the dark green stairways, unobtrusively leading to the Subway
railway, after they have been pointed out. To travel by underground
is often hopelessly confusing. One ends by taking buses, or walking
innumerable miles. Only the New Yorker can trot his way skilfully
about the subterranean travel routes. The post office is not marked,
and I have yet to discover a sign indicating a public lavatory.

In England an awning is reserved for a wedding or a party. Here
it would appear that many apartment houses are in a festive mood,
until closer inspection reveals that even some of the "flophouses",
with "Bed for 25 cents" boast awnings, and that bums as well as
brides are treated to this extra shelter from the elements.
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